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Author's Notes: 
This is a continuation of "What | Feel’, felt a bit inspired. Hopefully it's enjoyed, even though it's pretty long, 
sorry about that! 


Comments and questions most appreciated thank you! :) 


Lars stared at James while the band was practicing for today. 

This wasn't an unusual thing, Lars always stared at James, and maybe even James doing the same thing back. 
It was just how they communicated with one another, especially if they wanna throw Kirk or Cliff for a loop. 
A raised brow, a mischievous grin, cocked head to the side, laughing, eyes shifting. 


James happened to catch Lars' stare. 


He looked back at his drummer. 

James had a curious look in his eyes, wondering what Lars needed. 

Lars shrugged, then hammering away on his snare and hi-hat: 

James blinked, now looking a bit confused. 

James assumed maybe it was nothing. 

Since there would be times, Lars just stared, and that was perfectly fine with James. 


Maybe he actually secretly enjoyed the fact that Lars’ eyes never lingered anywhere else, except him or the 


audience. Okay maybe Kirk and Cliff sometimes, but usually it was always James. 


Practice continued, Cliff and Kirk completely unaware of the entire conversation that happened between James 


and Lars. 

They had a show tomorrow, but that didn't stop any of them from partying all night. 
When you were in a band, you usually knew where all the house parties would be. 
Cliff drove the four of them there. 

Cliff would never get too fucked up where he couldn't drive. 

Which meant he was the designated driver for the most part. 

Cliff parked his car a block away from where the party was. 

James and Cliff were making jokes. 

Kirk was talking to Lars. 

Lars wasn't listening to a single thing Kirk had said. 

His eyes were on James’ back. 

Lars felt his heart race. 


"So what do you think?," Kirk asked. 


"Hm ah yeah, thats good," Lars agreed. 

Kirk frowned, then rolling his eyes. 

"How about we go and get tattoos, and we get ‘dick’ tattooed on your forehead?," Kirk proposed. 

"Yeah sounds good," Lars replied. 

Kirk couldn't help but laugh just a little, even though he was annoyed Lars wasn't listening to him. 

Kirk let it go. 

Obviously there was something else on Lars’ mind. 

When the four of them arrived, they all parted separate ways. 

Usually seeing someone they know, or just having different priorities, like alcohol, weed, girls, and friends. 
Lars grabbed a beer, though he hesitated at first before he took a drink. 


Lars lifted his gaze seeing James across the room chatting away to other guys they all knew who were in a 


local band. 

Lars looked back down at his beer, fresh from the keg, 

Skp the booze. 

Then what would be my excuse? 

Excuse for what? 

Lars felt his heart race. 

It had actually been a couple of weeks since him and James kissed. 
It was almost like it didn't happen 

James never treated him differently, which was a relief for Lars. 
He wondered if James ever thought about it, as much as he did. 


Maybe he didn't, and maybe Lars was just pushing his luck. 


Lars watched the foam in his beer start to fade. 

Its easier to apologize if Im drunk 

Apologize for what? 

"Fuck it," Lars shook his head. 

He downed his beer in one go, just as it started to turn warm. 

He grabbed another. 

For the whole night Lars steered clear from James, it was on purpose. 

Lars chatted with friends, and smoked some weed with Cliff later into the night. 


Its really getting late man, think we should head home," Cliff said, as he handed Lars a lit joint, he'd already 
taken a hit from. 


Lars was slumped into the sofa, they were sitting on, practically melting into it. 
"You know that's why | bet you like to drive, so you can say when to go home," Lars pouted. 
Cliff laughed. 


‘lm not making you guys go anywhere, you can stay. | don't care, but don't be calling me at Sam to pick you 


up," Cliff said. 

Cliff looked at Lars, "well?" 

Lars rolled his eyes, "okay I'll go home." 

"Good I'll get James," Cliff said as he stood up. 

Lars quickly sat up, “I-I'll get himl," saying hurriedly, as he got to his feet. 

Cliff raised his brow, “ah... Okay? I'll get Kirk then, just go wait by the car," he shook his head. 
Before he even finished his sentence, Lars already bolted. 

James was about to get another beer, when he felt a firm tug on the back of his denim jacket. 


James turned around before even his brain communicated it was his drummer, Lars was already talking. 


"Cliff wants to get out of here, so we gotta go," Lars said. 


"Yeah alright," James agreed, then smiling, his face was a bit rosy in color, from all the booze he'd already 


drank. 


Since neither of them saw any sign of Kirk or Cliff, it was safe to assume that they were already back at the 


car. 
The two of them left the house, and made their way down the street. 

Lars looked at James from time to time. 

He really couldn't pull the stunt he did last time could he? 

Forgetting his keys.. 

Hah, 

James could be stupid, but he wasn't that stupid. 

Lars was too drunk right now, to even think of another plan, maybe he should just forget it. 
James looked down at Lars when he felt eyes on him. 

"What is it?," James asked. 

Lars felt a deep blush spreading across his face. 

Before Lars could answer, a low rumble was heard. 

Lars and James looked over, seeing Cliff pull up in his car. 

James was already making his way over, with Lars following suit. 

Kirk was slumped over in the front seat, passed out already. 

"Are you gonna let him sleep in your car again?," James asked. 

Cliff laughed, "it's easier than waking up him." 


Cliff changed gears, and started to drive down the street. 


James turned his head when he felt eyes on him once again 

Lars looked back at James, then his eyes flickering away. 

James didn't say anything. 

He watched Lars rub the back of his neck, then eventually look back up at him again 

"Home sweet home Lars," Cliff said, as he pulled up the lot near an apartment building. 

Cliff was busy lighting up a cigarette. 

Lars hesitated, then eventually made a reach for the door. 

"This idiot lost his key again, he's just gonna stay with me" James said. 

Cliff laughed, with smoke passing out his lips. 

Lars blinked, then looking over at James. 

"Jeez... Ulrich really? AGAIN," Cliff laughed, then pulling back onto the street. 

"Should we get your keys put on a necklace, so you can be a latchkey kid," Cliff teased. 

James laughed. 

"What's a latchkey kid?," Lars asked, not understanding. 

That made Cliff and James laugh more. 

"Uh means you're a kid," James said. 

"Kids that are left alone to take care of themselves, while their parents are at work," Cliff added. 
There were some american phrases Lars didn't understand, and this was one of them. 

"But why is it funny, when the kids are responsible?," Lars pouted, he didn't understand why it was funny. 
That only made James and Cliff laugh more. 


Jeez at this rate, it was probably better off just to go home, since he was getting a bit tired of James and 
Cliff's teasing, especially when he didn't know what was so funny. 


"Night troublemakers," Cliff said, dropping James and Lars off at James apartment building. 

James was still giggling a little as they made their way inside. 

Lars was still pouting. 

He'd definitely have to ask Kirk about this later, and elaborate what was so funny about being a latchkey kid. 
Usually that's who Kirk went to for clarification about things. 

Since Kirk never teased him about that stuff, maybe it was because of their migrant backgrounds. 

"Did you just do that, just to get a laugh?," Lars said. 

The both of them were making their way up a flight of stairs. 


"Like | was supposed to magically know Cliff would give an answer like that? Okay," James chuckled, then shook 


his head. 
That was a fair point. 
Cliff was always quick with the quips. 


James got out his keys, and unlocked his door, after turning a corner down the hallway. 


When Lars shut and locked the door behind him, it finally clicked in his head, that he was with James alone in 


his apartment again. 

It was deja vu all over again for Lars. 

Lars watched as James threw his jacket over a chair, kicking off his shoes. 
Lars was frozen in place this time. 

Lars noticed James still had his back to him, also standing in place. 

Lars could barely swallow. 

"This is what you wanted right?," James said. 

James’ voice almost sounded like Lars’ own thoughts echoing in his head. 


Lars' heart raced frantically. 


"Um..." Lars breathed. 

When Lars didn't answer, he noticed James started walking away from him. 
Lars panicked, and rushed over to James, tugging the back of his shirt. 
"Wait hang on." Lars said. 

James stopped walking midstep. 

James felt Lars rest his head in the middle of his shoulder blades. 

"Do you.. Want this too?," Lars asked. 

"| think so," James answered. 

"Think so?," Lars implored. 

"Yeah," James answered. 

James then felt Lars hug him from behind now. 

James looked down, seeing Lars' hands shyly rest against his abdomen 
James lifted his hand, and let it rest on top of Lars’. 

The reciprocating touch made Lars' heart race. 

Lars felt James' hand wrap around his own. 


Before Lars knew it, his feet were moving, following wherever James pulled him, which was the short walk 


down the hall to his bedroom. 

Lars clumsily kicked off his shoes, as he was pulled over to the bed. 

Lars felt his face grow very hot. 

Lars assumed it was going to be exactly like last time, sit on the bed, makeout for a while, then go to bed. 
This time to Lars’ surprise, James had them lie back on the bed. 


The mattress let out familiar creaks as they got comfortable. 


Lars was eye level with James. 

They were facing one another. 

Lars breathed in a small breath, as he shyly let his hand touch James' chest. 
James leaned in kissing Lars softly. 

Lars' face felt like it was on fire, as he kissed James back. 

Lars let out a small and pleasant sigh, when he felt James' hand splay on his chest. 
James pulled away, letting his forehead rest against Lars’. 

"Feels like you're gonna have a heart attack or something," James said. 

"H-huh?..," Lars didn't understand. 

James giggled, "your heart moan.. It's like... Going a 100 miles an hour," he explained. 
"Oh..." Lars' eyes flickered down, 


"Is it because we're kissing? Is that what gets you excited?," James asked, with a small slur mixed into his 


tone. 

Lars' heart seemed to race faster, his ears almost started to ring. 

Lars let his hand move up a bit higher, over James’ heart. 

Lars immediately pouted, "don't tease me, yours is beating pretty fast too," he huffed. 

James laughed, which made Lars laugh. 

James moved his hand so it was resting on Lars’ waist. 

James' fingers were lightly rubbing against the exposed skin, from Lars’ shirt being lifted just a little. 
Lars sighed. 

From what James could tell, Lars enjoyed this. 


James kept doing what he was doing, with the both of them kissing again. 


Lars let out a small groan as he started to wake up. 

He stretched against the sheets, and rubbed his eyes with the palms of his hands. 

He suddenly felt nauseous, his mouth was dry with cotton mouth. 

Slowly he felt a headache coming on, as his eyes cracked open 

Lars grunted out a sigh, he sat up, and yawned. 

His first instinct was to get up, go to the bathroom, and crawl right back into bed. 

He quickly noticed something, well someone blocking his path, from slipping out of bed so easily. 
Lars looked over, seeing a head full of messy blond hair splayed onto a pillow. 

James’ face was hidden in the pillow, his body gently rising and falling, most likely still in a deep sleep. 
Lars felt his stomach twist slightly. 

Lars pulled back the blankets, both him and James only having their underwear on 

At least last night wasn't a dream huh? 


Lars then thought about grabbing his clothes and bolting like last time when they kissed. Before James even 


woke up he was gone. 


Maybe scared to face what would happen the next day if James was the first to wake up. What he would say 


or do.. 
Lars took in a deep breath. 
Obviously James wouldn't have done anything if last night was any indication 


Lars blushed, remembering how bold he got when he started to stroke James' crotch over his jeans. 


Lars climbed over James, and went into the bathroom. 
Lars felt like he could think a bit clearer when James wasn't around. 


Lars opted to take a shower, since his stomach was a little crusty from last night's remnants. 


"Can | touch you here?," Lars asked shyly 

Lars let his hand slink down, and gently ghost over James’ crotch 
‘Only if I can do the same thing back," James playfully teased 
‘Please do it.," Lars said with his Ips connecting to James’ jaw. 


‘Come on... Touch me like how you touch yourself." James said. 


Lars let out a pleasant sigh. 

At least the shower defintely helped. 

He dried himself off, and toed back into James’ room to grab his clothes. 

Lars quietly got dressed, and ventured to the kitchen 

Lars knew where everything was in the kitchen, since he had been to James’ apartment countless times. 


One thing that annoyed the hell out of Lars though, was when James kept everything on the high shelf in the 


cupboards. 


Lars actually had to climb up on the counter, to be able to reach the cereal box. 
"Fockin’ asshole..," Lars grumbled under his breath as he climbed back down. 
Lars grabbed a bowl, spoon, and taking the half gallon of milk, also the box of cereal all in his arms. 


He made his way into the living room, and sat everything on the coffee table. 


James started to stir in his head, when he faintly heard the TV in the other room was on, then laughter 


followed. 

James grunted out a sigh, he rolled over to look at the clock on the nightstand. 

It was just after 2 o'clock 

He slept kinda late today. 

James rubbed his eyes. 

He'd have to get up now, if he wanted to be ready by tonight for their gig. 

Lars’ eyes flickered across the room, seeing James slink out of his room to go to the bathroom. 


Lars felt his heart race a little. 


"James." Lars shuddered 


"You know youre annoying.. But | love it when you say my name lke that," James breathed against Lars’ ear. 


When James was no longer in Lars’ vision, he went back to eating his cereal and watching TV. 
Lars wondered if James was going to say anything to him. 


Lars still had time to bail, since he heard the familiar squeak of the shower head turning on, hinting James 


was taking a shower. 

Lars stayed where he was, pouring himself another bowl of cereal, and switching to some cartoons on the TV. 
Lars’ eyes were glued to the TV; he ignored James when he came out of the bathroom. 

James stopped for a second looking at Lars briefly before going back into his room to get dressed. 
Moments later James stepped out, completely dressed, and going to the kitchen. 

Again nothing was said. 

Lars did hear out for James. 

He heard the cupboard open and close, then the drawer opening and closing. 

Not a moment later James was in the living room, grabbing the cereal and pouring himself a bowl. 
After pouring his milk, James took a seat on the arm of the sofa 

Maybe to put space between him and Lars. 

Lars noticed that, his stomach twisted a little. 

Lars was the one that broke the silence between them. 

"Would you be able to give me a lift home in a bit?," Lars asked. 

"Yeah alright," James said, then taking a big bite of frosted flakes. 

"Thanks." 


Out the corner of James’ eye, he seen Lars get up and go to the kitchen 


"You better wash your bowl, and spoon because l'm not washing your dishes," James called out from the living 


room. 

"Uh yeah duh, | know that," Lars scoffed. 

James could practically hear Lars rolling his eyes in the tone he gave him. 
James heard the sink run, then a few clinks. 

Lars came back to the living room, and sat down on the sofa once again. 
James turned his head to look at Lars. 

"You took a shower, and you did a shit job washing your face," James commented. 
"What?," Lars looked at James. 

James gestured with his hand, to wipe his jaw. 

"You got something on your face," James chuckled. 

Lars wiped his jaw with his hand, "did | get it?" 


James looked a bit closer, it wasn't what he assumed was dirt on Lars' face. 


Lars had his head tilted back, gasping and panting. 

He felt teeth nibbling against his jaw. 

‘Don't stop.. Please..," Lars groaned, his hands clutching against James’ shirt 

James was stroking Lars’ cock fervently, his teeth sinking a bit harder against Lars' jaw. 
Hs tongue rubbing against the mark he left on his drummer. 


"James!" 


"JAMES!" 


"James? Uh hello is it off my fucking face?," Lars huffed up a little. 
James snapped out of it. 


"Yeah," James answered, turning his head away to look at the TV, with a growing blush spreading across his 


face. 


